no more than a pretext, a facade. He grew excited, and his
little ferret-eyes glittered with enthusiasm. Michaud was
alarmed by this afflux of money, this overflow of activity.
He had never caught the fever of business and of figures,
and wealth was no temptation to him.

* Of course, we have good chances of success. I can
even see that the risks are very slight. But, in the end,
what's the use of making so much money ? *

' It won't be much use to me,' agreed Lolivier. e I don't
want to spend money on my wife, and need nothing that
money can buy. But money, after all, is money. I have run
after it all my life, that I can't waste a chance of picking
some up. I, like everybody else, have been trained to make
money. I'm like a man with a gun: when the bird flies
past, I shoot. Besides, I exaggerate when I say that wealth
will be no use to me. I like a good dinner, I like pretty
girls, and I feel within me the makings of a dirty old man.
I also think of my father who has always despised me for
not being a success in life. The dear old man will now be
proud of me. His millionaire son will make him forget his
grandson is a murderer. Don't let us talk lightly of money.
What we put in our pockets protects us, by so much, from
being abused and humiliated.'

In what he said, and what he went on to say, there was
much bitterness, sadness and sardonic irony. But Michaud
took it all as an assurance that Lolivier was getting into his
skin again, and that his despair as a father had begun to
subside. He was, however, only half satisfied, having a
taste for emotional display. But when they parted, Lolivier
seemed in excellent form, and had enough to occupy his
mind for two days without thinking too much about crime
and entrails.

When he got home, Michaud was greeted by an aroma
of roasting chicken: and on the dining-room table there
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